“I’ll bet you a thousand dollars that you can’t get marrled buy a house, fur-
nish it and go to howsekeeping in a day---or better yet, I’ll pay the e

pense of the whole businé$s to any man why can.. Now!” :
Tom Hampton, bachelor, chainpion of the state of single-blessedness'and millionaire sugar m:

delivered his challenge, sank back into the soft depths of a big soft leather davenport in the l b ,5\

the club, folded his arms, gazed up at a cluster of lights and pulled vigorously at his cigar, satish d

had delivered a fatal blow to the argument of his three opponents, that getting marrled and estabhsi

ing a home was child’s play—if a gnan had the girl and the money AR
“It can’t-be done,” he insisted, with an air of finality.

Benton, Harper and Henderson laughed. “You never tried it, Tom,” said Harper, pattmg
massive shoulder of the defiant Hampton. Wait till you find the right glrl you'll get a home i’m es

than a day. ; 5
“le" thun e ' e
Hampton’s ejaculation. was swallowed up in a shout from Harper, who sat facing the dc "_*-
“Bob,” he called, to a trim, up-standing, well dressed young man who turned at the sound of lus 1ame
—and summoned him with a jerk of his head. _!.-_,._--
“I'll just take your bet,” Harper said, in a low expectant tone. Hls-eompamons tumed ickl
as the newcomer approached smiling. Harper rose. “Bob,” he said, “this is my friend, Mr. F
gl L ton—and Mr. Benton—and Mr. Henderson, gentlemen—my nephew, Mr. Carson.
arte resumed their seats. Carson looked quickly about at the clock, then toward the dining room.
ur dinner?”’ asked Harper. |
.;"i'!-‘}i-‘-- Just finished,” rephed Carson.
. 4, ul upa wair;” said Harper. @ “Want to talk to you
5o PCan t, tha.nksi" seld the ﬁmng chap. “Got to go. -
cJust a minute, ' nsIstec er, jumping out of his chair ang.pulling. ' : By
1 a*& g aé-‘-f-? t-,_i‘;‘l ( -r endérson puffed at their cigars and squinted a fnendlyeyetat &rson, through the biﬂomd' e.
‘and leaned forward as a sign of subdued impatience. o
I-fampton ere,” Harper began with a chuckle, “unlike yourself, is a cynic about women and matrtmtmy He is y
tha,ta man can’t get married, buy house furmshmgs and go to house-keepmg in a day.”

rst time since the meeting, showed a degree of mterest

u'

W you want to get married, Bob, don’t you?”
"began Bob, blushing. "
what L want you to do,” continiued his uncle, “is to marry your fiancee, Miss Burroughs, tomorrow andprove thai;
possible, by giving a dinner in honor of Ham pton at your house tomorrow night. Are you on?”
" lau ied Carson, a flood of joy dazing, bhn:l g and thirilling him. His heart leaped and began poundm54
ast two years of ‘his life, prevented from becoming a reality by lack of adequate finances, was to eome
ght him with a start out of his delirium of happiness. ¥ -!;;
w his uncle turn to Hampton. * Agreed, we'll take you, Tom,” he d him say, in a voice that seemed far away.gf ,
’, :t's hoﬂse and lot and complete furnnshmgs, if he marries and gives us a dinner in own house tomorrow mght. i
it’s it,” said Hampton. He can start in any time after 5 a. m. tomorrow.
- r c ‘se me till I call up the young lady, as she has something to say, you know,” said Carson, rising and almost
> intoxication of j )osi; toa nearll)y pho‘xie boi)lth RO B o
- When i‘m-‘ pped out, he was smiling. “It’s all right,” he said, glowing. At 7 o’clock tomorrow night a tax1 wnll
the club, ;;:; - e you all to the new home of Mr. and Mrs. Robert Carson for dinner. Please be . eaﬂ
rompt,” he sa qshe started to leave, “now I’ll have to hurry,” he called back.
n no I’ll lose,” said Hampton, chuckling until his massive frame trembled with
rth,“bat I’ll stan ,_‘hy the agreement &
S ";'- , . - "" , tha ;qfall,” laughed Carson, as he swung through the door, into the street.
- Once out of the c n, spirits sozring, heart fluttering, hurrted to the Burroughs home.
e met tm a ,_thg’ door. “Is it really true?” she asked eagerly.
- frue as gospel,” said Carson---and throwing his hat on a chalr, took her in his arms and kissed
f id then 1 her after him into the sitting room.
£ &m. Burroughs rose to meet him.
in the world is this wager that you young scamps have made?” asked the girl’s father,
n hls paper and looking over his glasses.
t'sa ‘of a lifetime,” blurted out Carson, putting his acm.around Grace’ s shoulders and
l;er to hlm. “We can get a house and lot and all the furnishings free if we win. Tom Hamp-

f! ;f;you lose?’ 1nterrupted Mr. Burroughs.
. *“We can’t, that’s all. We’re going to wm.” He took Grace by the arm and started her for her

her’s den, adjoining. “Come on Grace, we’ve got to plan this thing out.” e
*You crazy children,” said the portly Mrs. Burroughs, as she sat down and picked up her sewmg
et. The thought of her daughter s departure from her home on the morrow was not as happy .
rasto Carson. She listened till the voices that came through the door softened mto ani s
er's, t resumed her work. sl
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